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happiness of power and pride, her heart was torn by
keen anguish. She knew that the heir of this mighty
throne was condemned, and beneath her crown this
poor mother and hapless queen felt iron nails that
pierced her brow. Does it not seem as if every one
who entered the palace of Versailles was cursed by
fate ? The Indian ambassadors were put to death
by their master, and in a year this imposing French
court was broken up. These great lords and ladies
were forced to emigrate, or if they stayed they paid
the penalty with their lives. Grass was to grow on
the pavement of the palace, and the former sanctuary
of the absolute monarchy was to become a vast sepul-
chre. What sadder story can be found than that of
the Dauphin's fate, whose baptism was celebrated
January 21, and who died at the very moment when
there opened an assembly, fatal to the monarchy, and
whose sufferings were a sort of prelude to those of
his brother, the martyred child, who was to bear the
title of Louis XVII. ?

Since April 16,1789, the young invalid had been
quartered at Meudon, but neither the wholesome air
of this place nor the tender care which encompassed
him could prolong his life. A few hours before his
death, he asked M. de Bousset, his valet de chambre,
for a pair of scissors; he then cut off a lock of his
hair, and wrapped it up carefully in a piece of paper.
" See here, Monsieur," he said to his valet de chambre,
whom he dearly loved, " this is the only present I can
make to you, for I own nothing else: but when I am*